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say, " No, please don't/' but the impulse
fainted away. They might never have the
chance again. She knew what he was going
to ask; and then she longed for him to ask.

" Are you in love with Bettington ? "

She wanted to say " No" just for this
once; she had made up her mind to say
" No/' but she could not.

" I don't know/' she said weakly.

" But you're going to marry him, aren't
you ? "

His face was hidden by his tilted straw-
hat. Her replies depended on his face.
He had no right to ask without showing
it.

" I don't know," she said again. " Why
must I ? " she asked the voice.

" Because he's good, better than you or me,
finer . . ."

" You or me ! " There was an admission,
a surrender, that sang in her ears. But how
was Bettington finer than she ? She did not
admit it. She refused to be dragged to meet
Boston on his own ground.

" Is he really ? " she said coolly. " I have
felt something of the kind, sometimes, but
not often/'

".Yes/ I think so.   You don't mind my